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PREFACE 


Thar Solomon did not directly in- 
tend this as a kind of opera, or dramatic 
performance, to celebrate the exceeding 
happineſs he enjoyed, in a mutual inter- 
courſe of pleaſures with a woman of his 
ſeraglio, can be inſiſted on by no one who 
conſiders the nature of his own, and his 
father David's prophetic writings; where, 
though ſome other meaning than what 
appears, may he couched by a ſupernatu- 
ral direction, yet the plain and obvious 
ſenſe muſt be underſtood of their own at- 
fairs, and, by them ſuited to ſome particu- 
lar occurrences of no extraordinary kind. 
We wil then endeavour to find out 
who the perſon was who has been diſtin- 
guiſhed by ſuch a tender deſcription, and 
warm repreſentation of her own, and her 
royal maiter's paſſion. | 


DG — 8 2 — _—_—_— - — 
* . 


= 8 S N * 8 — — 

FE 
- 2 Py 

is 8 22 


- — — - — * 
> — — -__— ATED 
1 * th 


no = 
1 
1 
fl ) 
: l 
. 
+ Y 
+ 4 


be PREFACE... 


This Sultana has been vulgarly ſup- 
poſed to be Pharaoh's daughter, becauſe 
Solomon is recorded to have eſpouſed 


| fuch an one. I. Kings ch. iii. v. 1. and 


c. viii. v. 8. II Chronicles c. viii. v. 2. 
That the Lady here introduced could 


not be that Egyptian princeſs, ſeems rea- 


ſonable from hence; becauſe ſhe is cha- 
racterized as a private perſon, a ſhepher- 
deſs, one who kept a vineyard, and was 
uſed ill by her mother's children, &c. 
Therefore, as we have reaſon to con- 
clude that this was not Pharaoh's daugh- 
ter, we will next endeavour to ſhew who 
ſhe was, and here we are deſtitute of any 
light, but what is afforded us by that little 
Arabian manuſcript, mentioned in the 
Philoſophic Tranſactions of Amſterdam, 
1558, which was found in a marble cheſt 


among the ruins of Palmyra, and pre- 
ſented to the Univerſity of Leyden by 
Doctor Hermanus Hoffman: The con- 


tents of which are ſomething in the na- 
ture of memoirs of the Court of Solomon; 


— 


PRE F ACE. v 


giving a ſuccinct account of the chief of- 
fices and poſts in his houſhold, and the ſe- 
veral funds of his royal revenue; of the 
diſtinct apartments in his palace; of the 
different ſeraglios, being fixty-two in 
number, in that one city. 

Then there is an account given of the 
Sultanas; their manner of treatment and 
living; their birth and country, and ſome 
touches of their perſonal endowments; 
how long they continued in favor, and 
what the reſult was of the King's fondneſs 
for each of them. 
| Among thoſe, there is particular men- 
| tion made of a flave of more exceeding 

beauty, than had ever been known be- 
| fore ; at whoſe appearance the charms of 
| all the reſt vaniſh'd like ſtars before the 
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\ morning ſun ; that the King cleaved to 
her with the ſtrongeſt affection ; and was 
not ſeen out of the ſeraglio, where ſhe 
was kept for above a month: That ſhe 
was taken captive, together with her mo- 

*. ther, out of a vineyard on the coaſt of 


vi PREFACE. 


Circaſſia, by a corſair of Hyram, King of 
Tyre, and brought to Jeruſalem. It is 
faid ſhe was placed in the ninth ſeraglio, 
to the eaſt of Palmyra, which, in the He- 
brew tongue, is called Tadmor: Which, 
without further particulars, are ſufficient 
to convince us that this was the charm- 
ing perſon, ſung with ſo much rapture by 
the royal poet, and, in the - recital of 
whoſe amour, he ſeems ſo tranſported, for 
ſhe ſpeaks of herſelf as one that kept a 
vineyard, and her mother's conducting 
her to one of the gardens of pleaſure (as 
it ſeems ſhe did on her firſt introducing 
ker to the King) is here” diſtinctly men- 
tioned. I therefore conclude there can be 
no. reaſon to ſuſpect the fair Circaſſian, 


and the celebrated beauty in the ſong, for 
different perſons. 


47 THE reader is notified that the Can- 
tos in this Poem, anſwer to the chapters 
in Solomon's Songs: If any doubt, ſhould 
ariſe, in his mind, reſpecting the juſtneſs 
of this paraphraſe, he is requeſted to com- 
pare it with the original proſe tranſlation. 
A poetic licence was neceſſary in order to 
embelliſh and adapt the work to the 
preſent taſte ; but the leading ideas are 
preſerved with great exactneſs. 
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| CANTO L 
| 9555 SAPHYRA. 
| 0 Lovsz |! thy mighty burnings who can bear! 
N What thirſt, what fever, can with mine compare! 
ü With ſpeed conduct me to the lovely ſwain 
| That fires my ſoul, and cauſes all my pain. 
: "Tis only that dear Youth, whoſe balmy kiſs 
| Can mitigate my ſmart with healing bliſs. 
by O! come, my deareſt, come, and hither bring, 
4 0 Thy lips adorn'd with all the blooming ſpring : 
4 A thouſand ſweets their fragrant atoms blend, 
1 Which, in a gale of joy, thy breath attend : 
. Such ſoothing cordials to my ſoul apply; 


Heal me with kiſſes, love, or elſe I die. 
With poignant taſteful kiſſes, ſuch as thine, 
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8 THE FAIR CIRCASSIAN. 


Whoſe flavor far excells the richeſt wine, 

At the dear mention of thy charming name, 

The bluſhing Nymphs diſcloſe their hidden flame: 
While Zephyrs bland, the pleaſing accents bear, 
Perfumes are waſted through the gentle air. 

The powerful ſound enchants the liſt'ning grove, 
And tender Damſels ſicken into love. 


Where e'er you go, where e' er your ſteps you move, 


Thither I'm hurried on the wings of love. 

His ſilken cords my yielding limbs enthral, 

And I muſt follow my Beloved's call. 

Put, while ſuch mighty charms as his invite, 
Iy chains are tranſport, and my taſk delight. 


What would my Prince, my lovely tyrant have; 
Oh! Whether woul@'ft thou draw thy willing ſlave ? 
I ſee, I ſee, the willing doors unfold, 

The royal bed with raptures I behold. 

To thee my virgin bluſhes I reſign, 

And ſpite of mbred modeſty I'm thine. 
Ecſtatic pleaſure fills my gaſping ſoul, 

As wines profuſdty pour'd o'erflow the bowl. 
O! ſay my fleeting ſenſes and record, 

The blits thele momentary joys afford: 
Yes, to thy kind endearments I'll be true, 
And give thy wond'rous love its praiſes due. 
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CANTO I. 


Ye Tirzan Maids, whoſe ſkias allure the fight, 
With milky fields'of pure unblemiſh'd white, 
My artleſs beauties, though compar'd to you, 
They ſeem to fade and give a browner hue, 

Are beauties ſtill, and only look leſs fair, 
Sun-burnt and tarniſh'd with the noontide air, 


I, of fix daughters, was the lateſt born, 
My mother's darling, but my ſiſters' ſcorn ; 
My op'ning bloom, with jealous eyes they view'd, 
And fell revenge their envious minds purſu'd. 
Me, lonely to the diſtant hills they ſend, 
Helpleſs myſelf, the vineyards to defend; 
Where ſouthern blaſts, and rays of ſcorching heat, 
Did on my face and tender boſom beat: 
Yet I, with patience, in their vineyards lay, 


Whole dewy nights, and watch'd them all the day: 


Ah me! my own, but ill ſecur'd the while, 

To bold rapacious Love became a ſpoil, 

Rudely he leap'd, the mounds, the fence, deſtroy'd, 
Nor ceas'd till with the budding cluſters cloy'd. 


Tell me, my lovely ſpoiler, thy retreat; 
I now forgive ; for, Oh ! the theft was ſweet, 
If you, a Prince, will grace the ſhining court, 
Let me, your ſlave, among the train reſort; 
Or, if in Shepherd's weeds you'll humbly deign 
To feed your flock along the extended plain; 
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io THE FAIR CIRCASSIAN. 


Tell me, beneath what coolly fpreading ſhade, 
At noontide hours, thy lovely limbs are laid ; 
Tell me, my charmer, leſt I chance to ſtray 
Among the {hepherd's tents, and looſe my way. 


Z PAT RUS. 

O faireſt of thy ſ-x to hear thy voice, 
The ſhepherds and their ſheep alike rejoice, 
Whoſe bleatings from the plain ſalute thine ear, 
And tell the flocks and cottages are near, 
The little path their cloven feet have trod, 
Will bring thee to thy longing ſwain's abode : 
There may thy kidlings browſe the ſhrubby green, 
And we lie ſhelter'd in the leafy ſcene. 


How gracefully, my love, thy charms appear ! 

How unaffeQed all thy motions are! 

Like art, thy very negligences ſhine, 

And beauty moves in every ſtep of thine : 

So tread the manag'd ſteeds with comely gait, 
Harneſs'd to draw the gilded coach of ſtate; 
Whoſe eaſy ſhapes in juſt proportion riſe, 

And gratify the pleaf*d ſpectators eyes. 
Tranſparent penCants, with a brilliant light, 
Adorn thy chceks and point them to the ſight ; 
The chains that circle round thy neck with gold, 


In ſtronger links the fatal gazers hold. 
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CANTO l. 11 


Haſte | haſte! ye Nymphs, with curious fingers ply 
The loom, and interweave the various dye: 

Let flowers of ſilver round the borders ſhiue 

Mix'd with a running train of golden twine : 

With theſe adoru my fair, for vulgar fight ; 

But me her native charms alone delight. 


SAPHTRA. 


How my perfumes, by cloſe embraces preſt, 

Fly out and hang upon my Charmer's veſt! 
And while he banquets at the royal boards, 
To all around a fragrant ſcent affords : 

But, when in am'rous folds our boſoms meet, 
My Love, himſelf, is like rich odours ſweet j 
Grateful as myrrh, he dwells upon my breaſt, 
And ſooths my paq; ing ſoul to downy reſt. 


Wo can thy manly graces truly paint, 

Or how deſcribe, where all deſcription's faint? 
Thy charms the reſt of human kind ſurpaſs, 
A As loftier vines excel the lowly graſs ; 


Or, as among the twiſting vines are ſeen 

The cluſter'd camphire, with ſuperior green. 4 
Oh! how. tranſcendently my Love is fair! f 
To paint his beauties, what ſhall I compare! | 
How languiſhing his eyes ! like cooing doves, 
Emitting at each glance their mutual loves. 
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[2 THE FAIR CIRCASSIAN. 


Behold, my life, our dear expecting bed, 
With coverlets of lively verdure ſpread ; 
Columns of cedar, of the choiceſt grain, 

In rows the ſilken canopy ſuſtain ; 
Of inlaid furr the level floor ; abore, 


The vaulted ceiling glows with pictur'd love. 


CANTO II. 


ZEPHZ7 RUS. 


A bloom like thine attends the vernal roſe, 
Such white the lilly of the valley ſhows z 
As theſe among the briars diſtinguiſh'd ſtand, 
90 you excel the daughters of the land. 


SAPHAHY RA. 


And you, my Prince, ſo eminently fair, 
Above, the brighteſt ſons of men appear, 


As the pomegranate, with its golden rind, 


Exceeds the nciglibonting trees of ſylvan kind, 


Under his ſhade, with ſweet delight I lay, 
Protected kindly from the ſultry day: 


CANTO 11. 13 


His fruits with eager appetite I eat, 
Indulg'd my taſte and cool'd my fainting heat. 


Me, and my charmer now, from noontide bowers, 
To /pend in various ſcenes our bliſsful hours, 
Love, to the banqueting pavilion brings, 

And o'er our head, unfurls his trembling wings. 
His ſilken banner hovers in the air, 

And Love difplays himſelf emblazon'd there : 
With fev'riſh heat he ſeizes ev'ry part, 

Burns in my veins, and revels in my heart, 

O bring of cool ſherbet, an ample bowl, 

Allay my flame, and pour it on my ſoul : 

My ebbing life with ſprightly fruits repair, 

And ſooth my raging breaſt, for love is there. 


Yet Oh ! how ſoft, how pleaſant 1s the bed ! 
When on his arm Tlean my love-ſick head: 
On his left arm my tove-fick head I place, 

His right infolds me with a warm embrace. 
Soft, I adjure you, by the nimble fawns, 

And hinds that bound acroſs the flow'ry lawns, 
Ye ſportive Damſels, that ye ſoftly move, 


Nor with your voices wake my fleeping Love. 


Hark ! thro? the dawn a heav'nly muſic breaks, 
It thrills my ſoul, for my Beloved ſpeaks ; 
Up, like the bounding hart, he ſprings, he flies, 
And thro? the lattice darts his radiant eyes: 
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. 0 % _ 
To me, he calls, ariſe! aciſe ! my Fair, 


Calm is the morning and ſerene the air; 

The wint'ry cold is gone, the genial ſpring 
Provokes the flowers to blow, the birds to ling. 
The wanton turtle, in the neighb*ring grove, 
Sits cooing, and renews his tale of love. 
Behold the pregnant fig begins to ſhoot, 

The vine in clufters yields its purple fruit; 

All Nature ſmiliag, welcomes in the day: 


Arife, my lovely fair, and come away. 


ZEPHYRUS. 4 
From the cool grottos of the rock I hear | 
My Charmer's voice, and bleſs my raviſh'd ear. 


Come forth, my dove, complete the Swain's delight, 
And give thy beauteous perſon tg his ſight. 


Haſte, haſte, ye nimble hunters, ſpread the net, 
With many a toil the vineyards round beſet; 
The wily foxes take, and from the vines 
Avert the little vermine's fell deſigns : 
Our vineyards now their nobleſt grapes produce, 
The ripen'd cluſters ſwell with purple juice. 


SAPHYRA. 


I am my Prince's, and my Prince is mine, 
 Link'd with a mutual love our hearts combine. 
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CANTO II. 


Among the lilies he abides all day, 
Himſelf as fair, himſelf as ſweet as they. 


The dews deſcend, the duſky clouds ariſe, 
Night draws her ſable curtain o'er the ſkies : 
Return, my wandering paramour, return; 
With me repoſe, and wait the coming morn. 

Fly to my arms, and let thy nimble ſpeed, 
The mountain roe or the wild hart exceed. 


CANTO III. 
- S4APHYRA. 


The buſy world is hu{h'd in ſilent night, 
The filver moon diſplays her paler light ; 
When ſleepleſs on my bed I lie alone, | 
For Ah! the partner of my ſoul is gone. 
In vain I ſend my ſearching hands around, 
My lovely wanderer's no where to be found, 
Inward I grieve, ant with confuſed haſte 
My mantle o'er my ſhoulders {lightly caſt, 
Then thro? the city run with eager pace, 
And ſeek my fugitive from place to place. 
Breathleſs and faint I range o'er every ſtreet 


— 


with pain, my tender falt'ring feet. 


— 


16 THE FAIR CIRCASSIAN. 


The nightly watch I hail, and thus enquire, 

Saw you, the object of my ſoul's defire ? 

They knew not of him: Scarce from them J paſl'd, 
But ftraight 1 found, and held my Charmer faſt. 
Around his neck my longing arms I flung, 
Flew to his lips, and on his beauties hung: 

Then to my mother's houſe my captive led, 

And fondly drew him to the genial bed. 


Ye daughters of the land, paſs gently by, 
Behold my love, but with a filent eye: 
I charge yon, by the hinds and forreſt roes, J 
Not to diſturb him in his ſoft tepolſe. F 


See! from the ſecret bower of love he comes, 
The ambient air is filled with his perfumes ; 
Where-e'er he goes, he breathes a ſpicy breeze, 4 
And wafts ambroſial fragrance thro” the trees. 
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Behold his bed ! the guards around it ſtand, 
'Threeſcore the ſtouteſt ſons of all the land: 
Their valiant breaſts are ſtamp'd with many a ſcar, 
At home rever'd, and terrible in wer 


I {2 


Each on his thigh, a mighty ſabre wears, 
To free the night from falſe alarming fears. 
Pillars, with filver cornice wrought above, 
Whoſe baſe is gold, ſuſtain the rich alcove : 

| Sweet woods of Lebanon the frame compoſe, 


The lofty canopy with purple glows ; 


* 
. 


CANTO III. | 17 


The middle pav'd with downy love inv'tes 
The virgin nymphs to taſte its ſoft delights, 


Approach fond maids and ſee my lovely king 
Crown'd with the beautics of the gawdy ſpring, 
The garland, his indulgent mother wove, 
Againſt the ſolemn feſtival of love. 


CANTO IV. 


ZEPHYRUS. 


Your envious thoughts conceal, ye rival throng, 
And while I ſing my fair, attend my ſong ; 
Her dovelike eyes, ten thouſand charms diſpenſe, 
Breathing at once both love and innocence. 
Behold ! adown her neck the wavy locks, 


 Frifk, like exulting kids o'er Gilead's rocks. 


Her 1v'ry teeth in beauteous order ſtand, 
Like ſheep new waſh'd and whiten d o'er the ſtrand. 


When, dropping from the floods their ſnowy ſkins, 


Each with her lambs appears, and «ach with twins, 
Her lips like threads of ſcarlet brightly glow 3 
In ſweeteſt ſounds her moving accepts flow. 
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Around her cheeks ſofc circling treſſes ſhine, 

Juſt as the tender ringlets of the vine 

Round the plumb-fruit their wanton curls entwine. 
Her marble neck the ſparkling gems adorn, 

As blazing phoſpher gilds the roſy morn, 

Shap'd like the ofty tower in Sion's fields, 
Studded and hung with warriors mighty ſhields. 
Her breaſts, where Love and all his graces dwell, 
Pregnant with bloom and rip'ning beauties ſwell ; 
Like young twin roes that graze the verdant meads, 
With buds juſt ſprouting from their velvet heads. 


Hence to the hills of myrrh I'll haſte away, | 
Where ſpicy breeſes round my head ſhall play ; 
There ſpend in gentle dreams the gloomy night, 
Till moruing ſun reftores his golden light. 


Frem rocky Lebanon return my love, 
To Hermon's dewy hill and Shenir's grove. 
See from Amana's green and ſhady brow 
The diſtaut proſpect of the vales below. 


Securely heuce the ſpotted leopard view, 
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Nor fear the rugged hon's brindled hue, | 


G maid divinely fair! whoſe every part, 
Like point'd light ning melts my raviſh'd beart; 
Fill'd with your love I loathe the charms of wine 
Nor for the vineyard's purple ftores repine; 


CANTO iv. 19 


So ſweet you breathe that whereſoe' er you go, 
The gales of ſpicy Saba ſeem to flow. 


Thy kind!y lips, a luſcious juice diſtil, 
And every kiſs with liquid honey fill: 
With ſcent of Lebanon thy veſture crown'd, 
Scattcra reviving odours all around: , 
2 The varidus ſweets which feed the chymy bee. 


My dear, my lovely priaceſs, ate for thee... 


The garden thus, ſome ſpot of pleaſure lies, 


7 Encloſ'd for privacy from vulgar eyes; 


1 In thee, each flower uprears its colour'd head, 


— 
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Soft vernal airs che bloomy buds diſpread; 


Joys ever ſmiling in thy glances play, 


As trembliug ſtreams reflect the giided day. \ 
Spikenard and cinnamon, that loves the vale, | 
Rich rural fruits, in thee, their ſweets exhale : ö 
Saffron, with Calſia s orient precious oil, 
Supply'd by bleſt Arabia's fruitful foil, 1 
Whoſe ſpicy rind, with ſnclling gum diſtent, 1 
Breathes thro? the air a kind baltamĩe ſcent : p 
While fragrant dews ia fleecy vapours riſe, 


Aad balmy clouds perfum tac azure Kics. 


C 
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SAPHYRA. 


Awake O Zephir, or thou Southern breeze, 


In gentle murmurs fan the branchy trees : 


With ſoothing breath upon my garden blow, 4 
That grateful ſmclls from every plant may flow. 
Let my Beloved, in the coolly ſhade, 

On beds of flowers repoſe his love- ſick head; 
Or with delicious fruitage pleaſe his taſte, 

Be fill'd with joy, and bleſs the kind repaſt. 
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CANTO V. 1 


ZEPHYRUS. 


Delights ſo ſweet, the ſprings and grottos give, 
That in thy garden, I wou'd ever live. 
Where' er I turn inchanting ſcenes ariſe 
To glad my ſoul and entertain my eyes. 
I came my Fair, I came a willing gueſt, 
On thy delicious pleaſant fruits to feaſt : 


Of gums and myrrh I rob'd each ſpicy tree, 
I fip'd the balmy labours of the bee. 


CANTO v. | 21 


For me the vine with purple cluſters glow'd, 

With milk the nut, the peach with nectar flow'd ; 
O! here, my Fair, forever let us ſtay, 

And ſpend in love and wine the live-long day. 


SAPHYRA. 

I ſleep but ſtill my liſt' ning fancy wakes, 
A voice informs me my Beloved ſpeaks ; 
« 'To thy dear arms, he cries, my lovely Fair, 
% Receive me from the dark inclement air; 
The vapours fall, the driſsly dews diſtil, 
„The drops of night my locks with moiſture fill; 
« Ariſe my Fair, unfold the bolted doors, 
*« Ariſe, *tis I, thy wanderer implores. 
Alas! the darkning ſhades my ſandals hide, 
My mantal's vegligendly thrown aſide, 
Can I now find it? or defile again 
| My feet juſt waſh'd and from the bathing clean ? 
| 4 Yet will I come all barefoot and undreſt, 
And claſp thee dropping to my warmer breaſt. 
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i Upon the lock my prince's fingers move, 

| "The ſound diſſolves my pitying ſoul to love: 
1 roſe, I flew, with ſpeed to let him in, 

But too much haſte obſtructed my deſign, 
O'er every bolt my wand'ring fingers ſtray, 
Perfum'd, and leave ſweet odours by the way. 
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But when I open'd, Ah! my love was gone, 
Tir'd out with my delay, he had withdrawn, 
Sore on my mind the diſappointment hung: 
My ſoul regret and ſharp vexation ſtung. 

Again my mournful voice I ſent around 

But only Echo babbled to the ſound ; 

Then madly thro? the ſilent ſtreet I ran, 

_ Hoping to find the dear excluded man. 

Alone I hurried on my gid:y flight, | a 
Nor fear the lurking danger of the night; 

Ihe watch to whom I tenderly complain'd, 
With foul teproach my ſpotleſs honour ſtain'd: 
My looſe attire the fentinels deſcry-d 

And rudely wou'd have drawn my veil aſide: 
Pity my caſe ye virgins of the plain, 

Whene'er ye take, reſtore my wandering ſwain : 
For him I languiſh and my love- ſick mind, 
Without his prefence no relief can find. 


— — 


CHORUS OF VIRGINS. 
How bleſt, how more than bleſt the happy ſwain, 


For whom fo fine a creature can complain. 
Deſcribe thou fair, this partner of thy breaſt, 
Shew us how he ſo far excels the reſt ; 

O fay what charms, with ſuch ſuperior grace, 

Finiſh his perſon and adorn his face. 


— 


CANTO V. 


— 


SAPHYRA. 


His face with far tranſcendent beauty glows, 
Than the rich ſtandard in the ſquadron ſhows ; 
H is charms ſuch bright diſtinguiſh'd luſter wear, 
Among ten thouſand he'd the chief appear. 
A youthfulred with intermingled white, 
vets off his features in a pleaſing light ; 


Shining his hair, ard of a raven black, 


In waving ringlets falls adown his back : 

Arm'd with a tender languiſhment his eyes, 

Pleaſe while they wound, and kill without ſurpriſe ; 
So ſoſt and fo alluring, turtles look, 

That bill and coo beſide the purling brook. 


His blooming cheeks reſemble vernal flow'rs, 


Warm'd with the ſun and plump'd with April ſnow'rs. 


His melting lips like new-blown roſe-buds meet, 
Bedew'd and dropping with a balmy ſweet. 

But Oh ! his fragrant kiſſes who can tell ! 

So much beyond deſcription they excel. 

Where can his matchleſs hand a rival find ? 

So turn'd the fingers, and ſo fitly joined! 
Rings for embelliſhment by ſome are worn; 
His finer hands the very gems adorn. 

His ſkin like poliſh'd iv'ry ſmooth and fair, 

His veins like rows of inlaid ſapphires are, 


C 2 


_ 


r 


24 THE FAIR CIRCASSIAN. 


His ſhapely legs, like marble pillars, hold 
The fabrick riſing from a baſe of gold. 
His form a proſpect ſo inviting wears, 
As crown'd with cedars Lebanon appears, 
When with the ſloping ſun *tis gilded bright; 
And bleſſes with its ſmiles the diſtant ſight. 
Such is my love, ye virgins, ſuch the Swain; 


That gives me pleaſure with alternate pain. 


CANTO VI. 


CHORUS 
Bright maid, Ah! whither is thy charmer gone, 
And left thee here, defenceleſs and alone? 


Tell us, that we may range the ſtreets, the grove, 
Or garden, till we find the man you love. 


SAPHYRA. 


Sure to the garden he has bent his flight, 
For there's his pleaſure and his ſoul's delight ; 
Nor wonder that all night he revels there, 

A wilderneſs of ſpice perfumes the air; 


_ Citrons above, and fragrant flowers beneath, 


In every walk their grateful odours breath: 
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CANTO VI. 25 


Fruits with delicious pulp his thirſt appeaſe, 
And riſing lilkes form his couch of eaſe. 
Happy, if while he views the pleaſing ſcene, 
Some teuder thoughts of me break in between. 


5 ZEPHYRUS. ; 


What other obje& can admittance find, 
While you, dear bright idea, fill my mind, 
Should Tirzæ with her gilded turrets riſe, 
The landſkip paint, and mingle with the ſkies ; 
Place but my Fair, my beauteous princeſs near, 
Her charms the finer proſpect would appear. 
Should armies march along in meet array, 
Their ſpears advance, their enſigns wide diſplay; 
Her eyes wou'd more exalted glories dart, 
With more ſurpriſe wou'd thrill the gazer's heart. 
Nouriſh'd by their propitious beams I live, 
Yet ſcarce can bear the ſplendor that they give; 
So ſhines the morning ſun with kindly light, | 
But who can view his blaze without an aching fight ? 
Unnambered 5:males, of a form divine, 
The ſoft ſeraglio's private walls confine ; 
Where blooming virgins ripen to dehire, 
And bright Sultanas glow with practiſ'd fire: 
Oft, as I figh amidſt the beauteons throng, 
For all by turns, but not for any loag, 
From charm to charm with eager gull I rove, 


„ Reſoly'd to taſte variety ot love; 
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But ſoon as I behold the heavenly fair, 

My wandering fancy ſtops, and ſettles there: 

The beauties of the ſex I find in one, 

For ſhe's a magazine of charms alone. 

The lighted nymphs yet bleſs ker with their voice, 
And envy's ſelf approves the happy choice. | 


But who is this, that with her glorious eyes, 
Looks like the morn and emulates the ſkies ? 
Fair as the morn reflecting filver light, 

Strong as the golden ſun and beamy bright. 

So glittering ſpears that gild the dreadful war, 
With fatal gleams ſhine trembling from afar. 
Down in the grove of Spices as I ſtood, 

To view the riſing flowers and pregnant bud; 
The trees in verdure green, with bloomy ſhade, 
And mingl'd light, a lively landſkip made; 
Yet when her diſtant eyes like ſtars appear, 
My ready ſenſes ſtart and centre there: 
Wing'd with deſire, my ſoul out- flies the wind, 
And the bright ſcene neglected leaves behind. 


CANTO VII. 


CANTO VII. 


ZEPHYRUS. 


Her flender feet, moſt lovely to behold, n 
Are caſed in purple buſkins wrought with gold ; 
Her well turn'd legs and full proportion'd thighs, 
Charm by degrees, and with new beauty riſe; 
The joints with dimples ſmiling ; and above, 
The ſpring of bliſs, the bubling fount of love, 
Plump 1s her belly, but how ſmoothly plain ! 
Like fields of wheat impregnated with rain ; 
White as the ſilver lilly's ſnowy bloom, 

Swelling with dew, and fragrant with perfume, 
Her even breaſts, like the roe's younglings play, 
And panting, bound luxuriant as they : 

Like velvet buds the crimſon nipples riſe, 

Firm to the touch, and grateful to the eyes. 
Fair as an iv1y column's tow'ring height, 

Her lofty neck advances to the fight. 

Her eyes reflect the fountai n's limpid hue, 
Clear as the ſky and of a heav'nly blue, 

Like beams of milder light, divincly fair, 
Bound back and braided ſhines her filken hair. 
The king, in paſſing, her bright form admires, 
And feels within his breaſt, ſoft kindling fares z 
Held in the galleries a ſlave to love, 

Intent he gazes, and forgets to move. 


——— — 
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How fair art thou, my queen, thy charms how bright ! 
For pleaſure form'd, and finiſh'd for delight. 
Tall as the palm thy mien, thy juicy breaſt, 
Like cluſtering grapes, inviting to be preſt. 
Let me the ſtraight the ſtately bole aſcend, 
Graſp'd in my arms the blooming boughs ſhall bend ; 
The cluſtring vine in my embrace ſhall bleed, 
And on thy fragrant balmy breath I'll feed. 
Thy lips, whoſe taſte exceeds the richeſt wine, 
Shall feaſt my palate and my bliſs refine ; 
Thus with new pleaſure will our joys prolong, 
Make dulneſs briſk and wearied nature young. 


SAPHYRA. 


Thy tranſports, Love,, with what delight 1 hear 
Such fondneſs raviſhes my liſt ning ear. ; 


With thee I'll range the diſtant lonely fields, 


Where the freſh ſpring eternal pleaſure yields ; 
Where the low village, free from noiſy ſtrife, 


| Unheeded drinks the real ſweets of life. 


There let us lodge and with the morning ſun, 

Our courſe of pleaſing toil together run ; 

Obſerve the vine its tender bud diſcloſe, 

How with young bloom the new pomegranate glows. 
How rip'ning fruits in embryo appear, 

The grateful proſpe& of a plenteous year; 

There, on ſome bank reclined, whilſt overhead, 
Embow'ring jaſmines their ſweet odours ſpread. 
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Claſping and claſpt with ever twining arms, 
Unenvy'd I'll enjoy thy manly charms : | 
Give up my hidden beauties to thy ſight, | | 
And die in exſtacies of full deligh:. 


CANTO VII. 1 


SAPHTRA. 


Oh! that thou wert, as once my brother was, 
Free and familiar to my fond embrace; 
When ſmiling both, both innocent and young, 
One breaſt we ſugk d and on one boſom hung. 
Then without ſhame, I'd publickly employ, - 
Each paſſing minute to improve my joy. 
Graſp thy dear hand, and with a ſiſter . kiſs, 
Uncenſur'd ſteal a momentary blis ; 
And when impatient of the raging fire, 
A mutual ſenſe ſhould prompt us to retire. 
Fearleſs I'd lead thee to my mother's bed, 
And on thy boſom lay my raptur'd head: 
By her inſtructed in the arts of love, 
My paſſion might with apteſt graces move; 


While rich collations, crown'd with cordial wine, 
To feed our flame, like fuel, ſhou'd combine. 


— . — „ „ 


30 THE FAIR CIRCASSIAN. 


Begone ye female ſlaves, my voice obey ; 
Fly, and attend with filence far away: 
Perhaps my Love, to ſolitude inclin'd, 

In gentle ſlumbers will indulge his mind. 


ZEPHTRUS. 


Lean on my arm, on me thy head recline, 
The care to guard my Charmer's ſteps be mine: 


Thy poſture now revives the pleaſing thought, 
How thou wert firſt to my embraces brought. 
Beneath a lofty cedar's gloomy ſhade, 
On the green turf my languid limbs were laid: 
| Thy mother came, and lo! ſhe led along, 
Her dear Saphyra, beautiful and young; 
When ſtraight ſhe gave thee to my longing fide, 
And I with ardour ſeiz'd the bluſhing bride. 
The reſt is paſt deſcription 


Love was outrageous, for his fit was o'er : 
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; NOW no more, 


I raifed thee faiuting from the fragrant green, 
The conſcious print among the flow'rs was ſeen ; 
My arm, as now, ſuſtain'd thy lovely frame, 
Sweet was the pleaſure tlien, and now the ſame. 


SAPHY RA. 


Light of wy life, Oh ! take me to thy heart, 
Nor ever with thy fond Siphyra part: 
Oh! Seal me, ftamp me on thy tender mind, 
And leave the ſtrong impreſſion deep behind. 


CANTO VIII. 31 


For love, like death, his ſceptre ſternly ſways, 
Whene'er the tyrant calls, the ſlave obeys. 
His paſſion, turn'd to jealouſy, will rave, 
Fierce as a whirlwind, cruel as the grave ; 
For ever burnt and burning with defire, 

As coals that glow with unconſuming fire. 
Let guſhing brooks aud ſwelling torrents roll, 
Their cooling waters o'er the love-fick ſoul ; 
Yet will ſurvive the bright unſullied flame, 
Its vigour lively, and its heat the ſame, 
Ranſack the ſolid globe for wealth and ſweep 
The ſecret valleys of th* unfathom'd deep; 
Give all to love, and bribe him to be kind, 
Vet ſtill you'll feel his fetters on your mind: 
Whate'er you ſtake, his value's ſtill above, 
And nothing balances, but love for love. 


w—_ 
ZEPHYRUS. 

Then be it publiſh'd thro' the ſpacious eaft, 
How much, how dearly Zephyrus is bleſt. 
Shew how his palaces and temples riſe, 
With glittering roofs aſpiring to the ſkies ; 
Paint his fair gardens, and diſcloſe the groves, 
The private ſcenes of his repeated loves; 

The purling falls of water to invite 

Soft ſlumbers, and divert with freſh delight: : 
Deſcribe his iv'ry throne, his pompous ſtate, 
With all the gaudy — that ſound him great 
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But tell the world that theſe are trifling things, 
Compar'd to her from whom his pleaſure ſprings ; 
For grandeur and for glorious fame deſign'd, 

To awe the vulgar and amuſe mankind. 

Mere bubbles made for wonder and for ſhew, 
His real joys from dear Saphyra flow. 

And left the dazling mines, from Ophir brought, 
That after ages might ſuggeſt a thought p 

That he who could command ſo rich a prize, 
Might well be bleſt, might well be counted wiſe: 
Let future times in laſting verſe be told, 

His fair one made him happy, not his gold, 


SAPHYRA. 

Sweet are the accents of thy heavenly voice ! 
The groves are pleas'd, the liſtening ſwains rejoice 3 
The little birds ſuſpend their Auttering wing, ö 
Hover in ſilence, and forget to ling. | 
Once more, with that enchanting muſic chear, 
My longing foul, V fond expecting ear: 

O come, with all thy dear delightful charms, 


Ruſh on my breall, and 5 into 55 0 arms; ; 


